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This isn’t dedicated: 
to T.G.—she has someone 


to teach her to ski 
to 1.1. —she has her daddy’ s 


money 


to T.M.—she has her mother and 
vice yersa 


to my own Mother—she has me 


Neither is the dedication 
to the lonely—for even 


It’s to these few 
i’m pleased to say 
dedicationally 


thank you 
thank you 
thank you 


we 

have the few 
who sporadically 
come thru 

with more than 
ephemeral hope 
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Foreword 


It seems as if it were a very long time ago that my first 
published poem, ‘“No. 68’, appeared in the September 1968 
issue of Now. That event occurred at the half-way point along 
the three year span between my first serious attempt at writing 
poetry and the appearance of this first collection. It was, for 
me, a memorable occasion. 

coffee and solace is also cause for considerable gratification. 
It allows a first and final opportunity to publish many poems 
(some of them intensely personal) which could not have been 
considered for inclusion had this been a second or any sub- 
sequent volume. These poems are included here because of 
what they represent—both in terms of subject matter and the 
stages through which my poetry has evolved. For this reason, 
the poems are arranged essentially—but not entirely—in 
chronological order. 

Insofar as the book has a theme, it is the story of a recurring 
search for “coffee and solace”. That such a theme can be 
ucceptable was dramatically shown by the popular success of 
Dag Hammerskjdld’s Markings. 

The unusual dedication was written — perhaps as an attempt 
fil a poem — two years ago. It does not mean that there have 
not been many whose help and encouragement I would like to 
acknowledge. Those to whom I am especially grateful include 
the late Loring Williams, and the Hart Crane & Alice Crane 
Williams Memorial Fund; Rudi Holzapfel, fellow poet and 
lriend; a redhead named Kathleen who has remained one of 
my most loyal fans. I am also grateful to the editors of the 
following magazines in which certain of these poems were first 
published: The Above Ground Review, American, Arizona 
Highways, Capella, The Cardinal Poetry Quarterly, Caryatid, 
the Charleston Gateway, Encore Magazine, Flamingo, Icarus, 
liaison, Malestrom, Monument, Now, Poesia (Peru), Sand 
Castles, South Carolina Review, TCD Miscellany, and Voices 
fnternational. 

eugene robert platt 
“Lucca” 
Dalkey 
(6, Dublin, Ireland 
Mareh 1970 












































saturday night fare 


class B westerns 
cowboys and indians 
afterwards —the newstand 
a child’s wonder library 
of comic books 
with my allowance 
i always bought two 
and ice cream 
with the remaining nickle 
while Dad sipped a beer 
he was my financier 
this was our saturday night fare 





balanced universe 


to watch the life that gave you life 
go slowly; fade away 
in ever whitening shades of grey, 


brings to keener perspective 
this balanced universe: solace 
provider for every grief, 


but also an anti-joy 

for each relief. you knew 

of its gifts and learn now of its 

demands: prices even childhood must pay. 



























































grandfather 
(for v.v.) 


under his white crown of age, — 
grandfather had all the answers; 
to us he was like a sage. 

now, he’s silent and we 
grandchildren ask only 

the eternal question: 

“why did he die?” 


mothers too are wise 
and ours answered, 
“because God needed 
... another angel’’. 
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folly beach hotdogs 


folly beach hotdogs 

— probably the world’s best 

except, maybe 

those you relished 

in your own hometown’s playground 


i often wonder 

what made them so great 

i guess it was the onions and mustard 
and the sand — a grinding reminder 
to ten-year-old gourmets 

that with every bite 

we were devouring 

folly beach hotdogs 


summers later 

my interest turned 

from hotdogs to cool girls, 

the ones who safely stationed themselves 

sixty feet from the surf 

hiding behind sunglasses and feigned disinterest 


i loved them seasonally 
but a fellow can only have shallow love with shallow girls 
and i was looking for something deep— 
like 
the 
sea 
folly girls weren’t for me 


youth’s gone now— 

the youth that surfboarded in this morning 
was washed out to sea with the noon tide 
of imminent middle age 



















































































i still come to the beach 
but i walk farther 
down past the hotdogs and cool girls 
i walk ‘til i come to a lonely spot 
to share only with a couple of sea gulls 
and a crab or two 
there i spread an olive drab blanket 
and break open my heart 
to sun itself 
in the sunshine 
of the afternoon 
folly beach, s.c. 
may 1968 
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interim in olive drab 


I 
those two years, ten months, three days 
weren’t wasted; 

they were for the country— 
at least that’s what i told myself every day 
to stave off the feeling of non-accomplishment 
that accompanied daily police calls for other G.I.s’ butts 

mowing the lawn with a bayonet 

saturday morning inspection with spit-shined boots 

and spit-shined minds 


still the time wasn’t wasted 
i convinced myself of this every cold war night 
while walking guard with an empty M-1 and unused brain 
walking guard in snow, slush and bavarian rain 
walking guard twenty-tank minutes from the iron curtain 
—wishing instead that i could be walking you home— 
thinking when i sacked out before lights out at ten 
that your evenings weren’t half-thru then 


the time wasn’t wasted 
every day brought me closer home to you 
or to somebody — because i didn’t know you then. 
actually, i didn’t know anybody 
who was waiting 
except mom & dad. 
we corresponded often. 
sometimes we almost communicated. 


II 

i felt sorry for sgt. salter 
after all, it wasn’t his idea 
to have us trim the company area grass 

with bayonets. 
he didn’t deserve our subtly sarcastic comments 
tibout the dedication of his life to the army — 
the near insubordinate insinuations that brought 
indignant (perhaps regretful, who knows 2?) tears 
16 his olive drab eyes that day. 
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irish mist 


i had never felt anything for him before — except contempt. 

after discharge, i appreciated him more and more i 
because of men like him (for elizabeth) 
there was no need. 


to make a lifer out of me. after he left dublin 


you cried five days. 
UI no wonder 


sometimes i still see red ireland’s so damp 


when i see 
army green, shade 44 
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june 8, 197? 


re-run. 
(for troye) 


alone again 

as in the beginning, 

i observe an unshared anniversary, 
only half-remembered, 

here in the empty house 

of revisited memories 

where no mean words 

or intemperate tones are heard 


only the shattering silence 

of your afterpresence 

telling me 
that once 
i must have been a lover — 
with bulging blackbook: 
roster of countless affairs 


and the inaudible echo, sardonic, 
reminding me 

the book was stolen 

by stealthy years 

leaving only faces 

without names 

living on anonymous 

streets rerouted 

to junkyards 

in my mind 
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machinist 


braving a thousand last mornings 
neither coward nor lazy, my 
father, arising to die on 

the job, watching his world’s final 
revolutions on a turning 

lathe glistening with sweat dripping 
from his machined features 

and reflecting his grey 
































































































































to bury a stranger 


that which i have dreaded 
for so long 
now appears 
imminent. 


it’s inevitable 
— his doctor said — 
he might go 
at 
any 
moment. 


nothing — 
there’s nothing 
for me to say 
or to think. 


for there are no words or thoughts 
to express 
the anguish ... the regret... 
the intensity of anguish and regret 
and the love 
i must feel’. .if ican feel 


for this man 
who impregnated my seed 
before i was 


for this man 
who gave his life on the installment plan 
for my Mother, my brother and me 
and before that 
for his own mother, brothers and Thee. 


oh God, 
You know, You must know — 
didn’t Your Son 
give Himself on the tree 
when He was only 
half as old as my Daddy? 
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if You must take him now 

please wait. 

please wait at least 

until i can fly to his side 

and tell him tactful lies 

and make plans and promises 
that’ll never be. 


don’t take him 


before i can get there 

and kiss his hand 

and try to make him understand 

that i’m not ungrateful 

for the sacrifices 

that make and will always make 
my accomplishments 
his accomplishments. 


circumstances didn’t allow him 


9, 


most of life’s delights and dignities 

— like a high school diploma — 

and he never studied in ireland 

or skiied in peru 

or did many of the things i want and plan to do. 


1m not even sure 


i know him 

we’re so unalike. 

please withhold Your call, 

give me another chance 

to get closer than acquaintance 
to my Father, Paul. 


don’t make me 


bury 
a stranger. 
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Flight 227 


Flight 227 tearing down the runway 
45 minutes late 
45 minutes less chance 
to reach you 


In a moment 

we'll be above 

broad avenues, Memorials, Monuments, 
cherry blossoms, 

landmarks familiar to me now 

in the city which pulled me 

from the place where you and Mom 
gave me birth 


Ears popping now 
gaining altitude 
getting closer 
a thousand feet per second 
getting closer 
getting closer to you, Pop, getting 
closer © 


“What will be, will be” 
i believe it 
i only hope 
Father Don’s prayer 
won’t let it be 
before i can get there 
to tell you 
yow'll be all right 


(What does one do 
on the dinner flight 
going to see 
perhaps to bury 
his old man 
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What shall i do 
on Flight 227 
slicing thru April’s night 
a little lower than heaven) 


There’s no need to write you, Dad, 
i think i sent 
the final letter 
two days ago 
special delivery 
with Christmas stamps 
Did you receive it — 
before the coma 


Maybe that doesn’t matter either 
soon we can talk together anywhere 
once you escape your wracked, 
exhausted body 
into the ether, into the air 


There’s Charleston’s glow 
and your other son waiting for me 
below 
we'll be with you in a minute, Dad, 
wait for us 
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the greatest man 


Dad, you didn’t always dig 

the manner of hip expression. 
this’ll be the final time 

i use this one: 
“Man, you're the greatest!” 

— proving us all wrong — 
and i’m the ashamedest son 

for having been one 
of those who were ready 

to give up your ghost 
before you were ready 

to leave your post 
as head of the household, 

king of your five room castle. 
the experts gave you 

perhaps only hours, 
but as the hours ticked away 

your heart ticked with them. 
you were the epitome 

of prostrate magnanimity. 
even from your adjustable bed 

the concerns that filled your head 
were for the adversities and ills 

of others. 
you even allowed me 

to acquire humility 
by putting you on the bed pan 

and wiping you 
as you must have wiped me 

so often, so long ago. 
i wanted to do more 

and offered to no avail a lung — 
it was the least that i could do 

and it was less 
less than a half-return for the two 

you had given me 
and for the two you wore out 

for my college degree. 


22 





you’ve made all of us better 
and we'll stick with you all the way 
all the way because .. . 


you're trying so very, very hard .. . to stay 


“Man, you're the greatest!” 
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message 


you knew that someday 
the message would come 
that someday 

his days would be done 


but you never considered 
the incongruity 
of being shown the note 
while strapped in a dentist’s chair 
nerves (but not emotions) 
numbed by novocain 


with your mouth so full 
of dental paraphernalia 
you could only emit 

a silent cry 
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the american way 


i wouldn’t have recognized you 
if i hadn’t known 
if i had been merely passing thru 


while you weren’t the picture of health 
during those last hospital days 

that stark reality was no worse 

than what they did with excess cosmetics 


looking at your body lying there 
in its satin-lined, thousand dollar 
flip top box 
i realize better than ever 
why i too detest 
the american way of going 
to eternal rest 































































































































































































prayer 


NOW I LAY ME DOWN TO SLEEP 


like most of my life’s other nights 


in this house which you built 


but this is the first time ill sleep in it 
while you weren’t sleeping or awake — somewhere 


NOW I LAY ME DOWN TO SLEEP 


thinking about tomorrow’s duty 


to lay you down ~ 
in the earth to keep 


NOW I LAY ME DOWN TO SLEEP 


hoping that i won’t think about the things 
that brought tears to my eyes today 
and to my lips once the cry “God...” 


as i was speeding on my way 


(you wouldn’t have approved — i really sped) 


to see you off 
on this fantastic voyage 
you’ve embarked upon 


NOW I LAY ME DOWN TO SLEEP 


IF I SHOULD DIE BEFORE I WAKE 
oh no, for christ’s sake — only one of us at a time, please! 


let me stay for a while 
to tend his grave 


and give substance to any final wishes 


he may have made 


NOW I LAY ME DOWN TO SLEEP 
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the last ride 


it’s your big day, Dad 
you'll head the procession 
as we go cadillacin’ 
— with police escort, no less — 
to that little plot you bought in the country 
among the trees 
itll be a coat ’n tie affair 
(by the way, we had your suit cleaned 
and bought you a new shirt) 
people’ll be coming 
from far and near 
to pay you tribute 
(they haven’t been thru it) 
it’s time to go now 
this must cease 
in closing, let me say 
ill miss you — and 
rest in peace 
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missing letters 


now i begin 
letters home 
simply “dear mom” 


something’s missing 
it’s dad 
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BULLETIN: 
Edinburgh doctors 
performing Europe’s first 
lung transplant — 


seventeen days too late 


to be of interest 
to you 
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d.c. 


potomac island in the mainstream 

of america; site of the federal 
conglomeration; scene of scarred streets 
and cherry blossomed-trees ; 

but it’s more than all these — 


washington, 
more than a capital, 


washington, 


geographic center... 
of my emotions 
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for joseph anthony 


happy birthday, son, 
this time you’re 4 
i wonder 
if your mommy and new daddy 
will ever let me 
be someone you know 


but, little boy, 

what’s in a name? 
it’s blood that counts, 
sonny of mine, 

and ours is the same 
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carolina sands 


i return to carolina sands 
only in december now 
when winter’s days 
are windy and short 
each, like me, a refugee 
seemingly seeking refuge 
from the sea 
but hardly receiving warm welcome 
from the sullen sand 
where only pelicans walk 
unconcernedly talking pelican talk 
as briny tides ebb and flow 
washing away the heart prints 
we left there 
summers ago. 


do you recall? 

or perhaps you’d prefer not, after all 
we’re cosmopolitan now 

i’ve moved to the capital 

you’re making the broadway scene 


somehow, however 
i think you’d remember 
— if you allowed yourself — 
why you flew out of the past 
last november to surrender 
yourself 
—if even for an instant night — 


your coming had some quality 

that removed it from the realm of drama 

and allowed it to become 

the belated climax 

our love should have had, but didn’t 
on carolina sands 
summers ago 
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reverie 
(for lbp) 





we have too many things to do 


and there’s no time 
for reverie 


i avoid thinking of you anymore 


i don’t picnic on the shore 
i don’t even look 
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to sea 





















































































































































































































































holiday greetings-1967 





No. 31 
(for cindy) 
today Vl give you a call 
how clever we may just walk to the Mall, 
to send your christmas. greetings ) lunch on leftover Easter eggs 
by telegram. and other delights 
but the inscription. 
i don’t — may never — 
understand | 
what do you mean 
“plans have changed 
won't be coming to visit you”’ 
is it what i’ve feared 
since thanksgiving 
is it because 
there’s really 
no santa claus 
0 
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watercolors 


today, 

Spring’s warmth 

eluded washington; 

only the calendar 
indicated 

winter was past. 

my nose ran 

like the colors 

as i tried to capture 

on paper 

our favorite scene 

before it was washed away 
by inconsiderate raindrops 
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green robe 


beautifully robed, 

seasonally, 

in saint patrick’s day green — 
intoxicatingly warm, true colleen 


beautifully bathed 

in love glow 

as the robe slid 
gracefully to the floor 


beautifully you gave 


37 



















































































































































































for ruth 


Tis not yet midnight 
said the luminous hands. 


Therefore, what was now warding off 
the escape of sleep 


had all transpired in the closing hours 
of the feast day of their patron saint. 


How impetuous — 
this son and daughter of Erin! 


Had that luminous hand 
revolved more than two dozen times 


since their eyes 
had first met? 


No. Their relationship was a day old infant 
and their Irish status only honorary. 


But, in the morning 
when those hands were no longer luminous 


they would awake from the sleep 
that had finally come 


and realize that the infant 
had passed thru puberty into adolescence. 


Washington, D.C. 
March 17, 1968 
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midwest 
(for nancy) 


perhaps good things — 
do come 
from the midwest - 


perhaps they come 
with green eyes 

and hearts as wide 

as the great plains 

and capable 

of the same extremes 
of warmth and frigidity 


they come unsophisticatedly 
to eastern cities 

and become 

no one’s fool 


as they wreak emotional havoc 
with eastern hearts - 


-to whom they always remain — enigmatic 
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for mary kessler 


the briefest encounter 
and then 
you were called away 


my thoughts 
and a part of my heart followed 
but i had to stay 


what was 
the mentally indelible impression 
so casually made 


that forbade 
me to forget 
or let the image fade? 


your ingratiating boldness 
in sitting 
by a stranger? 


the effervescent charm — 
your company for coffee creating 
an occasion to remember? 


i don’t know 
i'm only sure 
that fifty days have passed 


and fifty nights too 


half a hundred turnings 
while waiting for you 
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explanation 


your explanation 
seemed to make sense — yesterday — 
i thought i understood 

the unreturned calls, 

the unanswered letters 
but now that i’ve recovered from the initial shock 
it seems “different frequencies” 

doesn’t say a lot. 
don’t equivocate, say what you mean. 
am i obnoxious, unclean — a bearer of b.o.? 
you must see 
it’s vital for me to know. 
you don’t have to worry 

about me 

what you do or what you say; 
my heart’s been programmed. 
to take its breaks regularly 


but even so, i’m desperate to know 
how to alter the pattern 
and beg you to throw some light on your reasons 
and not make me walk in the darkness 
of another tactful attempt 
to spare me 
the truth 
please 


41 


































































































































































































after sunday midnights 


(for susan) 


i felt a need to be with you; 

you said you wanted to be alone. 

after watching you close the door 

i walked a lonely street , 

— washington streets are always lonely 
after sunday midnights — 

i walked the long block home 
and up to my lonely room. 


to ease the transition from consciousness 


i fell asleep in a chair 

while contemplating and before sulking 
into my lonely bed: 

the stark stock setting 

for the end of another week’s chapter 

in the not so mellow drama of my life — 
plot and characters the same, 
only names were different 
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for tammy 


love love love 
no quotations this time 
tammy, 
only love. 


yesterday 
i deluded myself 
thinking 
we could be 


friends, “good friends” 
but then, that was before 
last night 
when once more 


you appeared 
leaving your sketching class. 
i saw you 
walk by, pass 


but your eyes 
wouldn’t see the love 
hid from your view 
as i sat 


beside one 
who could never 
take your place 
in the eyes 


watching you 


leaving your sketching class 
looking “‘tuff” 
walk by, pass 


looking ‘“‘tuff” 
as hell on shapely legs 
with blonde hair 
area blue eyes 
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looking “‘tuff” 
as you did years ago 
in a laundromat 


NH : ‘@ The Little Prince, 
I |i when we were children... h) : 
| Vi precious story 


bittersweet ending. 

your giving it 

| _ as a final gift 

Hil . was very like you | 


tammy story 








(but i put it aside 
and finished reading it 
the night my Father died) 





























45 









































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































your compassion 


because compassion isn’t natural with you 
perhaps it’s all the more commendable 
that you tried to display it 


but you know me well enough 
to understand 
your hand 
patting on my back 
couldn’t replace 
*. yourhand =. 
playing on my chest 
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| 
| 





choice 


coffee and solace | - 
both stimulants — | 
typically, niggardly 
she offered him 

his choice 
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No. 56 


there’s no honor 

respite or solace 

beating my head 

against the stone wall 
of your disenchantment; 
but my sense of loss 

is being assuaged now 


by an angry annoyment with myself 


for having hung around 
puppy dog like 

for a few more kicks 

in the heart 
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No. 57 


thank you, bitch, 

— not for breaking my heart — 
but for the promise 
preceding the break... 

i was so hungry i had to eat 
anything 
even false promise 
it wasn’t nourishing 
but it gave me something 
to chew on 
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for alison 


the plans were otherwise 
but now it must suffice to say 
“happy birthday” 


i had wanted to create an occasion 
inviting all my friends 
(since you’ve made so few) 
to meet you 
and greet you 
and say goodbye with you 
to your teen years 
with toasts 
of trinidadian rum punch 
and strawberry daiquiries 
over a twenty-candled cake 


i had wanted to give you 
something charming 
something cute, silly and sweet 


but now these books of poetry and paper dolls and red roses 
will have to wait 
for some other year 
when you realize 
you aren’t the only one 
who knows 
your kind 
of loneliness 


june 1968 
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No. 68 


the intensity of feeling 
which sometimes exists 
between two lovers 


may be measured 


by emotions expressed 
of joy in the morning 
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2121 R 


(for Don, Tom, three Jims, Ted, 
Doug, Steve and the Captain) 


2121 R— 
comfortable, complete with bar; 
our home away from other homes 
in distant days and places. 
we had some times there 
observing saint edmund’s feast day 
with black velvet and bagpipes, 
commemorating the 236th birthday 
of general washington 
welcoming friends to holiday drop-ins 
and twelfth-night feasts 
with the largest wreath in town 
(even commended by the landlord 
when he came around — 
never any worry about the lease) 


2121 R Street 
not so “‘super cool’’ but always neat 
and noted for its open door policy 
which didn’t extend to the upper chambers 
— surely, each of us remembers 
where we discretely honeymooned 
with overnight brides 


2121 R Street, Northwest 
a spirit as much as an address. 
envied by the other group houses 
— as well as by the loners 
who stopped by for coffee and solace 


2121 R Street 

life was good. 

youth was like a roommate 

until evicted for staying too many years 
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it was a convenient location there 
at the corner 
of R and Florida 
halfway between 
childhood and middleage 















































































































































































































































heritage 


today, i’m wearin’ green 
and i’ve sent to the queen 
a resignation of 

my english ancestry. 

i'd rather be 

honorary irish, 

livin’ with the truly free, 
than to have the sickly 
red lion — dyin’— 

in my family tree 


st. patrick’s day, 1969 


54 








little neighbor 
(for aida) 


little neighbor 
sends me — 
really sends me 
note after note. 
they would 

get my goat 

if they weren’t 
so creative. 

she waits 

for some reply; 
i hesitate... 
unable to create 
the words 

she deserves. 

i hesitate... 
excuse me 
while i mail 
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you ask: 
why is sky blue? 


and you ask: 
why is sky blue? 


why is grass green 


why do you ask why 
is sky blue? 


| if only you knew 

why it’s blue 

and, too, 

why grass is green 


you might awake 
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color questions 


i) (for stella-mae) 


why is grass green? 
why is water aquamarine? 


and why with white polka-clouds? 


where untouched by plows 
of steel-grey sheen ? 
why is water aquamarine 
and why white where plowed 
| by ship bows? 


and water aquamarine, 


from this colorful dream 
| and it might take away 
the joy of asking why 





dinner candles 
(for kathleen) 


sharp reflections 
seconds ago 
diffused now 
shining beacons of affection 
in moist eyes 
crying out to me 
your love 


sharp reflections 
wounding always 
wounds that never heal 


reflected wounds 
always soothed 
by your tenderness 
softly diffused 




























































































for jenelle 


the intensity of feeling 
that sometimes develops 
between man and woman 
spontaneously, rapidly 


may embryonically be 

or may portend, presage 
something potent, pleasant: 

love in its purest, richest form — 


in its purest, richest form, love 
without pretension and 

devoid of the contempt 

bred by familiarity 


often sprung full-grown from the heart 
as Athena appeared, 

whole, from the mind of Zeus 

to exist, persist thru eons 


as upon a Florentine bridge 
in Dantean manner 

or nobly, Quixotic 

for a peasant, princess maiden 


this intensity of feeling 

has sprung and does exist 
for Dulcineas and 

for you, Jenelle, my Beatrice 
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september poem 


maybe 
it’s a futile wish 
that we could have met this september 
instead of last september 
or that i could have had this year’s maturity 
a year ago 


for 
this year’s maturity 
doesn’t even allow me to resent 
your having been wiser 
it only makes me regret 
mistaking your wisdom for mere sophistication 


now 
the melancholy season 
finds me unready 
for its loneliness — 
as unready 
as i was for you 
a year ago 


soon 
when the autumn leaves 
take their proverbial plunge 
branches won’t be the only thing they bare 
something beneath my facade 
of sufficiency without you 
will also be exposed ... 
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carolina sands ii 
(also for britt) 


these sands shall not feel my feet again 

for i have learned not to fight fate. 

i accept reality 

and turn from this murky mirror 
termed atlantic 

abandoning my search for solace 

in its reflection of what might have been 


i shake the sand from my shoes 
and leave the strand deserted 
for the moment it takes seafowl 
and fiddlers to re-establish 

their sovereignty 


had i been Dafydd, 

i might have beckoned 

some gliding seagull 

to inform you of a lingering love, 
but neither are you Morfudd 

— nor Carolina gulls Welsh 


yet, as i move inland, i know 
this terminal pilgrimage 
had meaning in occasioning 
the seaside prayer 
said for you and your new love 
as i stooped to write 
in the sand 
a final poem, 
a one word effort 
worth a thousand pictures: 


your name 
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Color for Susan 


Some 

color 

for Susan. 

The Occasion: 

of her natal day, 

the anniversary. 

Nine hundred sixty-seven 

colorful kernels collected 

on a trilogy of corny cobs 

each in its mean manner manifesting 
a part of Nature’s ever new narration 
of the annual pageant of the death 
of summer — and the birth of autumn. 
Oh, mother-daughter of Libra, 
gratefully this token’s sent 

for the accomplishment 

of your adding to 

the sum total — 

autumnal 

color. 

Thanks. 


Fall 1967 





























































































































winter tree 


remembering the beauty 
that was yours in other seasons, 
i returned to lonely park today 
seeking the solace of your summer shade 
but now i find your spring children 

have 

all 
fallen 
away 

leaving your gnarled body and twisted 


limbs 
too barren to comfort 


you have no solace to offer, winter tree, 
and you can take none from lonely me 
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christmas without 


spring blossomed into summer. 
we sweltered week after week. 
then summer fell into fall. 


thru it you were cooler than a cucumber 
while we were concerned only with our own reek, 
remembering you only rarely, if at all. 


soon it will be christmas’ december 


but around and under the tree we won’t seek 
gifts from you, april-laid Father, Mom’s Paul 
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ahead of the game 


you’re so virile and head of state, 
ruling over a kingdom vast and great. 


what’s a poor girl to do, 
losing her head over you — 
you’re henry number eight 
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poetry patterns 


poetry 

may be written 

by poets who make 

mad, mass or merciless 
attempts at arty alliteration 


or by those who think 

that poetry without rhyme 
isn’t worth a stink. 

don’t they see the foul crime 


of adherance to patterns 
line after line? 


DAMmit! 
don’t they? 
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One God 


the intensity of feeling 
which characterizes the worship 
of all the world’s devout 


indicates 
there is one God 
and his prophet is 


Mohammed, Marx, Machiavelli, Christ 


love, charity, good will 
nature, man, 
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the changing face of the earth 


even in maturity, 
erupting pimples, putrid sores 
burying scores in molten pus 

in remote costa rica 


and that’s just the latest case 
of the earth’s ever changing face. 


in other times, climes, places 
the earth has cried tears like tidal waves, 
carrying thousands to briny graves 


and fissures have appeared: 
gaping hungry mouths 
swallowing whole 
men and women 
young and old 

while the head shook 
with terrestial d.t.’s 
toppling structures, trees 
and bringing terrified people 
to their knees 


and as the years onward wear, 
the ageing earth 
even loses its tree hair, 
parting its skull with deserts 
across which heavy respirations 
blow dandruff sand blinding 
beast and man, not letting them 
know where they go 


but the ageing earth is still young 
— the sage stars say — 
they look at this solar system 
speck turning itself into a wreck 
and laugh celestially 
at its mountain wrinkled brow, 
watching it trying to get 
somewhere, but always going 
in circles, year after year 
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upper case 
( for diana gerrity) 


poetry critics 
say that he, e. e. c., 
should have been a coal miner 


nothing could have been finer, 
sigh the proponents 
of the big “T’’ 


4 
q 
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the identity seekers 
(for ted) 


they do not wish to be nameless 

grains in the sands of humanity; 

it’s not for these to drown in seas 
of anonymity. 


they spurn common crowds, 
avoid the plebeian contagion 
that stifles treasured identity; 
clique with their own — 
but never in groups 
of more than three. 


“T AM!” they shout to the sky 
“so what ?”— is the silent reply 
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The First Thundershower of Spring, 1969 


The rain 
came as 
fast as 

it stopped: 
a drop, 
deluge, 

and then — 
a drop 
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Ode to Participants ina Mausoleum Auction 
(Near Washington, D.C.— 1969) 


Can you buy no more Brooklyn Bridges, 

sunny Florida swamps, or even 

safe conglomerate shares? 

Or is it from magnanimity you’re led 

to preserve your posterior 

for a nation of asses? 

Is new affluence such a depressant 

you feel you’ll need the pseudo solace of perpetual care 
in the bronzey atmosphere of manmade attempts 

at palatable morbidity ? 

Ah, for you, modern man, there can be no crude 

but honest cemetery in which hardier men and founders 
of this once mighty land, your late greats and grands, 
were content to lie in pine as their resinated remains 
seeped back to eternity; 

with softer soul you seek harder marble 

hoping its purity may pass as your own. 


There just beyond the shadow of the great white dome 
and a little beyond the reach of stench 

from a hundred thousand ghetto graves 

filled with your brothers only half-dead, 

yow ll be safe from the plebeian 

contagion you’ve come to dread. 


Going once, going twice, you’re gone, man — 

high and dry and sealed from the masses’ dust and din. 
There you'll be 

with or without your kin 

but never alone, you'll always 

have your own well-bred maggots within. 


Is it for this you must now seek solace 
as the highest bidder? 
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sport 


in a snow offering no camouflage 

to brown brilliance, gold-red, copper glowing 
plumage helplessly beckoning its own 
executioners to the slaughter 


sleek english setters seek seek 

then stanced — point 

while carnivorous gunners wait wait 
poised 


then! the up-thrashing herbivorous cock 
flashes into a morning destiny 

meeting in mid-air 

the red-hot spittle 

of blasting barrels 


air stained | suspended speckles 
in the sky dropping 

becoming freckles on the snow, 

melting mini-holes in the woodsy snow 


this accompanied by a flop 

with which the gentle pheasant 
plops 
gracelessly 


gracer of sky once, now headed, 


if hunter is hungry, 
to grace his grate 
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Route 36 


A Poem in Three Parts 


dedicated to a once beautiful raccoon, 
nameless but unforgettable, which i 
found on this state supported animal 
trap — fatally injured — whose misery 
i tried to end with a tire iron 


june 1969 


I 


the early morning fog lifts lazily 

from western pennsylvania, 

and shrouded nature assumes 
sometimes ghastly and martial shapes. 


the first sun rays 

rent the grey curtains 

revealing an army 

of the state’s most handsome denizens 


lining the highway 

at rigid attention, as if 

presenting themselves for inspection 
to careless passersby, 


their ringed eyes blind now 
to fleeting, apathetic glances. 


the sight of a dead raccoon 
used to stop me. now, 6 
only my _ heart slows 
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II 


like a blacksnake 
route 36 

wiggles its way 
through the keystone 


venomless, but 
carrying death 
in 200 

h.p. doses 


to repel the 
furry inmates 
imprisoned by 
asphalt fences 


Ul 


in its monotonous miles 
even trees coalesce 
and we fail to see 
its sole salvation: 
so many shades 
of green 


(but broken by 
barnside exhortations 
to Chew 
Mail Pouch 
Tobacco 
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node for johnstown 


there are no blondes 
among your children 
who grow old early 
amidst your ever 
acrid air that wells 
their eyes with sooty 
tears perhaps after all 
a blessing to seared 
corneas colored 

by assimilated 
reflections of 

walls, trees, steeples 
shadowed in shades 
of somber grey 

and cinder black 


no tourist mecca, you steel 

your raison d@’étre, and 

medievally hospitable 

lie ignorant of being 

spurned even by howard johnson 
and route 36 
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ABOVE AND BEYOND 


(for eugene mccarthy) 


ABOVE AND BEYOND 
heralds the headline 
over the gory story 
attributing posthumous glory 
to this fallen instrument 

of national policy 


ABOVE AND BEYOND 

describes the deeds 

of this fallen son 

who slew eight of the slant-eyed foe 
before he fell 


ABOVE AND BEYOND 
started the story 
sentimentalized by a shot 
of his parents’ weeping eyes 


ABOVE AND BEYOND 
but without mention 
of slant-eyed tears 
shed for seven and one 
slant-eyed sons 
of other weeping parents 


ABOVE AND BEYOND 
. .. comprehension 
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three for yevgeny 


(1) 


you, yevgeny yevtushenko, proclaim 
my country’s flag stars 
bullet holes 


but what do you name 
the hammer and sickle 
that nails individuals’ hopes 
and cuts helpless nations’ throats 
on a field of red 


red 

red 

rape red 
ted. 

rape red 
bled 
bled 


from free hearts 


(2) 


nineteen centuries ago 
your hammer and sickle 
would have been used 
to drive the nails 

and wound His side 


(3) 


times change ‘ 
now you call 
your czars 
by other names 
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eons from now 


(for janet and carole — who thought it humorous) 


my race is gone. 

im the last to leave — 
left here all alone 

to die with none to grieve. 


it wasn’t always like this; 

the earth was once ours. 

then we fell into the abyss 

of struggle with superior powers. 


harassment, brutality, genocide: 

these became our lot. 

while some progress, others practice fratricide 
and soon will cook their own in a cannibal pot. 


changes i’ve seen, 

wonders have been wrought, 
all beyond my wildest dream, 
certainly, they were not sought. 


i’ve lived thru violent upheavals 

that altered the world’s face, 

worrying, wondering why and fearing the evils 
that still lurk in this wretched place. 


i’m the last of the race. 

my brothers have gone. 

eons from now, wiser creatures might find our trace 
deeply imbedded in cold, dark stone. 


i who killed no man 

and never had a big head 

will be pushed by some mammal i once outran 
into quicksand to sink to a soggy grave-bed. 
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*: a poi 


emitting one last groan for repetitious history, 
V1l sink and rot. 

there under the overhanging fern that fed me 
Vl drown — whether i’m ever found, i care not. 


my race is now about gone. 

im the last — it’s goodbye. 

soon there’ll be only bone 

as i, the last brontosaurus, sink and die. 
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outer banks explanation 


(for mitz & jim 
and james dickey) 


now my suffering is salty, 
relief geographic. 

i have found what others 
have sought to discover: 

the skinny enigma, kitty hawk 


its meaning may be life, 
multiplied by humanity, 
migrated from the sea, 

moving again to its edge 

for reunion with earliest origin 


i see it tied like a long lifeboat 
between capes of solace; 

i see it climbed upon by some 

hoping to find themselves, 

and others with purpose lost in custom 


it means for me a returning 
to sleep under stars, and not be afraid 
to slumber on sand with no midnight awakening 
to write croatan 


it means returning 
to dream unbroken dreams across somniferous nights, 
making love like adam, seen only by god 
and eve 


it means 
to awake at first light with a face full of sun 


it means returning 
to beginning 
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